The Random Jottings of Donald Jay in Nelson in Pendle. 


Mrs. Barrett was a familiar sight on the streets of Colne and Nelson in the 1960s. She was a 
petite woman, always dressed in a faded coat and worn shoes, with a plastic bag clutched in her 
hand. Her name was known to many as the "Colne to Nelson Bag Lady", and she was the 
subject of much gossip and speculation. 

Despite her unkempt appearance, Mrs. Barrett was actually a very intelligent woman. She had 
been a teacher herself, before marrying her husband, who was also a teacher in the area. They 
had lived in Colne for many years, and were well-respected members of the community. 

But something had changed in Mrs. Barrett's mind, and she had become increasingly withdrawn 
and eccentric. Her husband had tried to get her help, but in those days, mental health care was 
not as advanced as it is today, and there was little that could be done for her. 

So Mrs. Barrett spent her days wandering the streets, collecting bits and pieces in her plastic bag. 
Some said she was searching for treasures, others thought she was simply lost in her own 
thoughts. Whatever the reason, she became a fixture in the town, and people grew accustomed 
to seeing her shuffling along the main road, lost in her own world. 

Despite her troubles, Mrs. Barrett remained a kind and gentle soul, and many people felt a sense 
of sadness when they saw her. They knew that she was a person who had once been filled with 
intelligence and ambition, and who had now been reduced to this pitiful existence. 

Mrs. Barrett's husband continued to care for her, even as her mind deteriorated further. He 
would check on her each day, making sure she had eaten and was warm enough. But eventually, 
he too passed away, leaving her alone in the world. 

The Colne to Nelson Bag Lady continued to wander the streets for many more years, until one 
day she simply disappeared. Some said that she had finally found peace, others that she had 
been taken in by a sympathetic family. But whatever the truth, Mrs. Barrett's memory lived on, a 
reminder of the fragility of the human mind, and the importance of compassion and 
understanding. 

By Donald Jay 


